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LADIES of the BON TON. 


Lap IES, to you I dedicate theſe Lays ; 

*Tis yours to turn their Cenſure to your Praiſe, 

T place this Mirror openly to View ; 

You'll find it clear, and wonderfully true: 

Your Heads, your Feathers, and your Waiſts, it ſhows, 
Behind, before, and even to your Toes, 

While you ſtill wander the fantaſtic Round, 

And diff 'rent Sexes by your Arts confound, 

My Muſe, with all her Pow'rs,—Pen, Heart, and Tongue, 
The Failings of the Old as well as Young, 

While I have Breath, by me ſhall {till be ſung. 

In the gay Circle while I daily ſee 

That Men will Women, Women Men will be, 

To paint in their true Colours ev'ry Elf, 

I Folly's Poet-Laureat crown myſelf. 

Should abler Pens aſſume the Taſk-—I yield, 

And leave to them with Pleaſure the vaſt Field. 


— — — —— ple wore ent - art. - ot er ODE ES — — * — * 4 * 
— 5 
* * 


© 


WOMAN of FASHION. 


From Lady Maria Mopisn, i Town, to 
Lady BELINDA ARTLESs, in the Country. 


Ha G thoſe ſtupid old Dotards who rang fer PM 


The preſent, I'm certain, have infinite Praiſe. 


J like, you muſt know, to be bold and inviting, 


For Spirit in us all the Men now delight i in. 
You know, my dear Bs1., it has long been my Paſſion 


To figure away as a Woman | of Faſhion. 


As 
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As _ thank my Genius, have gain'd the dear End, 
And a Cold gives me Time, this Epiſtle I'll ſend. 
Strange Notions, I own, made me awkward at firſt, 
And I thought thoſe who ſwore wou'd be N Ws 
The Commandments of God I was taught to obey, 
That © Reſpect to his Word I moſt ſurely ſhou'd pay; 
That © Death we muſt taſte, and we know not the Hour 
When Sickneſs and Pain may exert their full Pow. r; 1 


ren 


That Virtue alone all thoſe Paine can aſſuage, 


Makes the Mind bloom in Roſes thro' Wrinkles and Age; ; 

That“ the Way to be healthy, and wealthy, and wiſe; 
Was to go ſoon to Bed, and as early to riſe.” 1 
Such, ſuch, were the Precepts my. Grandame beſtow dz | 
To her all ns ruſtic Ideas I ow'd. 


When your Friend Mr, Mopisn and I firſt came here, 
We went out together devoid of all Fear, 


| 


Appear'd 
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Appear'd in all Places like Huſband and Wife, 

In open Rebellion gainſt Senſe and High Life. 
Lady Racxzr, who ſwore by her Maker at Loo, 
Made me ſtare with Surprize, for twas totally new: 
No] cannot forget it—T whiſper'd a Prayer, 
Intreating my God of poor me to take Care; 

And I half had reſolv'd from ſuch Beings to fly, | 
Who ſhew'd ſuch Contempt of their Maker on High j 


Nay—T1 thought that her Ladyſbip's Mouth was awry. 
But the Men who were near her approv'd her ſo much, 
That to pleaſe them of Oaths ſhe now gave ſuch a Touch, 
As convinc'd us no Sailor, or Oyſter-Wench, dare 
With her Ladyſhip at their own Weapons compare. 
Such Praiſe to this Lady fo ſtrangely was giv'n, 
Like her I determin'd to forfeit e'en Heav'n; 

G 80 


— 
— 
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80 I learnt to make Oaths - and I ſo much excel, 
As would hurt you to hear, ſhould I venture to tell. 
In the Country I ſtudied; but here it would be, 

At preſent, by no Means amuling to me. 

LucRETia, dear BEL, puts me quite in a Paſſion; 
Such Matrons are now, rout-defait, out of Faſhion :: 
Our Laws ſet each Pair at full Freedom, and we: 

As lightly regard a Divorce as our Tea. 

No Dagger, no Poiſon, no Miſchief, appears; 

We meet without Love, and we part without Tears.. 
We Folks. of the Zon enter into Alliance, 

To ſet thoſe odd Notions at total Defiance. 
What—marry for Love !|-—Oh! I die at the Thought! 
With Money. alone muſt old HyuEN be fraught. 
Thus when at the Altar much Nonſenſe we ſay, . 
(For we promiſe to honour, reſpe&, and obey,) 


Our 
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Our Hearts, at the Moment we utter each Word, 1 


Confeſs that the Book and the Prieſt are abſurd. | | 
| 


Nay, what ſignifies Love? We barter our. Hand, 
O'er Coaches and Diamonds to have the Command. 
I tell you the Romans were Fools, and ['ll prove 
That Madam Lucggria knew nothing of Love: 

To ſtab her poor Boſom when ſought by a King, 

In this refin'd A ge, ſeems a ſad fooliſh Thing. 
Could TARQUIN peep up, how amaz'd TORY he be 
Each new- married. Couple ſo diſtant to ſee !. 

No Sort. of Attention—indiff rent Tis ſure. 

This Age of Politeneſs he could not endure.. 

Like ArolLo of old, he no Doubt ſtill. would prize, 
And purſue with moſt Ardour, the Fair-One who flies. 
He now who would with it, with Eaſe. may obtain 
The. Heart unconnected with HymeNn's rough Chain; 


That: 
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That cobweb Reſtraint is no longer a Band, 

For the Heart we but ſeldom preſent with the Hand. 
If by Chance here and there an odd Female is ſeen, 
Whoſe Boſom is gentle, whoſe Feelings are keen, 
Who ſtill has her Grandmother's Precepts by Heart, 
And will never from them and Religion depart ; 
What Reward does ſhe gain ?---Indiff'rence---Negle&t— 
Civilities mingled with diſtant Reſpect : 

Her Heart, Hand, -and Fortune, ſhe freely reſign'd, 
In the Huſband the Friend and the Lover to find z 


But miſtaken ſhe proves---for they never are join'd. 
How eaſy our Manners, how high is each Head! 
With our Cuſhions and Curls we quite fill up the Bed. 
Still you talk of Octavia, AnToNr4a, and more, 


Who flouriſh'd unrival'd the Heroines of Vore; 
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In Ringlets unpowder'd each Beauty appear'd, 

And Nature in moſt Things thoſe Ladies rever'd ;. 
To elegant Neatneſs their Perſons confin'd, 

For their chief Decorations conſiſted in Mind: 

«© By Nature alone were they painted and dreſt ;” 
Yet our Mode of Proceeding is ſurely the beſt. 

All artleſs be ſhe who has nought to conceal, 

Her Looks may her inmoſt Recefles reveal; 

But Rouge o'er the Countenance gives us Command, , 
It hides the rude Bluſh which is often at Hand: 

To fuſty old Truth we no Homage e'er pay, 

'Tis Art which directs what we do or we ſay. 

Such Tufts we now wear !---tho' a. Letter addreſt 
To the Premier of Faſhions thoſe Feathers moleſt: 
But the Dutcheſs has ſo much good Senſe to deſpiſe 


The Fool who would venture her, Grace to advile., 


D. The 2 
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The Oftrich he mentions, unlike our poor Hen, 
On Africa's Sands quite ſecluded from Men, 
Still wanders the Deſerts with Swiftneſs about, 
While ſhe leaves all her Eggs for the Sun to bring out. 
Britiſh Mothers by wearing her Plumes ſhe infects ; 
Thus each Fair-One her Huſband and Children negledhs, 
Tho', believe me, 1 think not they add to my Beauty, 
Yet to follow the Faſhion is wholly my Duty ; 
And if at the /e they ſhould ever be plac'd, 
My Noſtrils with Feathers ſhall quickly be grac'd + 
So I beg you wor t offer Advice, ſince you fee 
I'm determin'd a Woman of Faſhion to be. 
My Maid at this Moment has got an odd Job, 
In my Petticoat now ſhe is making a Fob ; 
For a Chain to my Watch like the Men I have put; 
Like them I can alſo ſtride out my right Foot: 

The 
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The Mode of the Ton thus each Female bewitches, 


That we draw out our Watch as they do from their Breeches. 


To eat, drink, or fleep, Oh! BxT, what a Shame 
When a Cobler and Tinker are doing the ſame. 

At Midnight we openly toaſt whom we love--- 

No Hypocriſy this---which I know you'll approve. 

At ſix in the Morning I pop into Bed, 

With ſome little Aches in my Boſom and Head: 
Duſt-Carts, Chimney-Sweepers, and Milk, for a While, 
My Slumbers of all their Refreſhment beguile, 
Between two and three, when my Breakfaſt is brought, 
I eat it in Bed, as all wiſe Women ought. 

At four I ſtep out for an Airing or fo; 

Nay, often to viſit on Horſeback I go. 

I meet in Hyde-Park the obliging Count f 
Who at all Times is ready to wait upon me : 
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P—— a Fellow of Senſe, and his Fortune can ſpend; 
When tis gone why, no Matter---all comes to an End. 
Then in Catalogues CHRIS TIE exhibits our Taſte, 


And gives to the Town ſome Amuſement at leaſt. 


If you now had a Houſe, I could get for a little . 


What would pleaſe you exactly, I know, to a Tittle; 
> 


For Auctions, Bs1inda, fo common are grown; 

That each Day we may view them, or let them alone: 
Lord V-----s, Lord K —v, and B- pz beſide, 
Where I ſtopp'd t' other Day as I came from my Ride; 
Many Thouſands a Vear they all had, but they're gone, 
In Races, in Dice, and in Bouquets for Joan. 

Suppoſe yourſelf with me, and join'd in the Crowd, 
Where Women and Men are all equally. loud; | 
Then liſten attentive as careleſs we walk, 


Ev'ry Lady, you know, has Permiſſion to talk. 


« Oh} 
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“ Oh! theſe horrid Back- Stairs how we clamber and 


ſtoop? 
„Lady BF E could never come down in a Hoop. 
© Who, Madam, can pity a Being fo ſad?) 
« Sir C-----s was a Fool, and his Lady was mad. 
«© Not thres Months ago fince they enter'd firſt here ;. 
« Their Goods, I fuppoſe, will ſell monſtrouſly dear. 
« The People in High Life their Tradeſmen forget, 
&« Tn vain they may grumble, remonſtrate, and fret: 
« All juft Debts of Honour they faithfully pay; 
« What they loſe at a Hor/e-Race, a Bet, or a Play. 
* What an elegant Wardrobe | quite new, I proteſt ;- 
6 That little Thing too—'tis a nice Cordial Cheſt. 
« The Looking-Glaſs, ſure, was intended for me; 
Her Drefling-Room this—Well, alas, Lady B— !! 
4 E Here: 
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Here ends Diſſipation, to this it muſt comae 
<« I am told they will ſet off directly for Rome 
ce But, hark CHRIST IE talks: of a Horſe and a Groom.“ 


What, only Three Pound 1—Bcheve me, the Frame 


© Coſt more in the Gilding Ten Pound let me name 


_ © A-pgoing'! a- going None open'd their Lips; 


80 the Creditors got but Three Pound for Eciirec es 


No one pities at Auctions, yet there ſhe might ſhine; 
'Tis 8ir:C-----s:s To-day, and To-morrow tis mine. 
This Thought how intruſive !-—yet now tis, I find, 

% Fellow-Feelings alone make us all wond'rous kind.” 
How pleaſingly paſſes each Moment, dear Bxr, 

In the Mind where Reflection no longer can dwell! 
*Tis a peevifh Reſtraint, and we baniſh it hence, 

For it ne'er ſhould intrude on a Perſon of Senſe. 
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No pious Diſcourſe ſhall e er catch me, believe; 


Nor St. Paur, it now here, ſhould Mara deceive. 

To Kenſington-Garden that Day I repair, 

For my Friends of the Ton then aſſemble all there: 
RELIOION no Perſon of Faſhion regards, 

Sundays paſs now in Walking, in Scandal, and Cards. 
We laugh, we are noiſy, and monſtrouſly gay, 

And for great Sums of Money we conſtantly play. 

Nor muſt I, fince writing, to mention forget 

With what Spirit and Eagerneſs Ladies now bet. 

To you, whom I love, no Reſtraint curbs my Pen; 

I proteſt we out-/wear and out-bet all the Men. 

Each dear little Fellow, without any Pain, 

Might hang as a Trinket upon my new Chain: 

They liſp, they wear Shawls, while, with Joy be it told, 
The Women are daring, and ſtaring, and bold. 

How 


— — 
—— —— — 
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How charming that Youth who with Art can beguile, 
Can chace away Thought, and force Dulneſs to {mile 30 
Who at all Times and Places is conſtantly near, 
And with pleaſing Attention ſticks cloſe to the Ear! 2 
Thus Eve, we are told, by the Serpent was try'd, \ 
And has left an Example to all Men beſide. N 


I believe I forgot juſt to mention the Camp, N 


But, alas! all thoſe Hopes have now met with a Damp. 


Our Neighbours are, ſure, too polite to invade ; 

Yet, ſhould it een happen, we can't be afraid : 

Our Forces---no Doubt we have Men to command, 

Whoſe Courage and Skill would protect Britain's Land, 

Tho' moſt of our Youths may with Paz1s compare, 

And are true Womens Warriors with long- flowing Hair. 

Behind the old Monument 4ravely he ſtood 

At the Grecian while darting his Arrow of Wood ; 
With 
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With ſuch Force and Spirit the Hero did throw, 

That it fix d Diowed to the Ground by the Toe. 

In the Camp, my dear Friend, I much wiſh'd to acquire 
That bold martial Air which the Men ſo admire. 

My Tents full fifteen were beſpoke there to ſhine 

Where all the Militia, dear Men! were to dine: 

A real Champetre exhibited there, 

In which Lady RacktrT and I were to ſhare. 

My Habit of Scarlet and Silver prepar d, 

I think to attack us no Foe would have dar d. 

Much Service, tis certain, the Women have done; 
Then is it not hard to deſtroy all our Fun? 22 
Some Females I've read of, but when, how, or where, 
I cannot at preſent inform you, I ſwear, 

When their City was taken, the Victor ſo brave 
Permitted the Ladies ſome Treaſure to ſave ; 


F Therefore 
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Therefore told them in Safety they all might convey: 
Whatever they could by their Strength take away. 

The Gates were thrown. open; the Women behold 
Sinking under the Weight, not of Jewels. or Gold: 

To their Praiſe it's related | each Dame, pick-a-pack, 
Carry d off, cap-a-pie, her dear Spouſe on her Back. 
Were we in the Camp, and Invaſions took Place, 
Do you think we ſhould act as they did in that Caſe? 
Let them ſleep now in Peace, for Im tir d of the Theme; 
Thoſe Days, thank my Stars, are paſs' d off like a Dream. 
That I could not ſtay long you will prefently know, 
Yet I wiſh'd for three Weeks or a Fortnight to go; 
But an Order is gone that no Woman muſt dare, 
Except Waſhers, and Sutlers, to ſhew themſelves there. 
You will hardly beheve that a W ife may now claim 


Than Spinſters a better Pretenſion to Fame: 


A Brother 5. 
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A Brother, a Couſin, might aſk their Intent, 

And, if they ſhould trifle, might dare to reſent ; 

But a Huſband moſt kind/y indulges each Rake, 

That he the fame Freedom with others may take. 

To the dear foreign Regions indebted we are 

For all theſe Refinements improving and rare; 

This makes all the Miſſes in Haſte to be wed, 

And take the firſt Huſband they can to their Bed. 

She may join the gay Circle when once that is o'er ;; 
A Youth then attends who ne'er fought her before. 
Oh! who can fuch clegafit Softnefs withſtand, 

When he whifpers ſhe may his beſt. Service command? 
You, Bet, in your laſt, gave the Queen for my Guide, 
In ſo bright an Example you bade me take Pride: 
She is not the Faſhion; for, well it is known, 

No Feather at Court ſhe permits to be ſhewn.. 


How. 
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How ſtrange her Opinions, what Notions has ſhe, 

Who ſleeps like the Vulgar while we are at Tea 

Her Majeſty alſo looks forward to Heav'n, 

Where Crowns never-fading to Virtue are giv'n; 

Her Huſband obeys, and her Children ſhe loves; 

An Example like her each old Lady approves: 

With Fervour and Truth ſhe does conſtantly pray, 

And Reſpe& to her Name, and her Actions, all pay. 
«© Our Laughter, you tell me, is nothing but Art; 
That Mirth, if fancere, muſt proceed from the Heart.” 
A tranſient Impreſſion your Counſels oft make, 

But from them [I'll fly, ere J Pleaſure forſake. 

'Tis true I have loſt all my good Stock of Health, 
And have nearly exhauſted poor Mopish's Wealth: 

His Heart, too, I've loſt; and eight thouſand at Loo 


By me is to Count PorAwoskETY now due. 


That 
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That Sum Mr. Mops will never advance; 
So the Count kindly ſays he will take me to France. 
With ſullen ſour Looks one torments me for ever, 
While the other is always obliging and clever. 
This Letter I long have begun, but my Fate 
Has only, dear BEL, been determin'd of late: 
My Diamonds are moſt of them gone, here and there; 
A few with falſe Stones now aſſiſt in the Glare. 
Thus, what with my Gaming, my Tradeſmen, and Bets, 
Twenty thouſand, I think, would not clear off my Debts. 
But ſhould ſome few rail---fince I ſtand not alone, 
Of the Ton let the Guiltleſs caſt at me a Stone: 
Contented am I thus to gain my full Paſſion, 
And ſubſcribe Hd 
Your fancereſt, 
A WOMAN of FASHION, 
G 
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ce Sucn is the Languge of back Mmödiſh Fair 
Yet Memoirs, not of modern Growth, declare, 
The Time has been when Modeſty and Prutn 
Were deem'd Additions to the Charms of Youth ; 
When Women hid their Necks, and veil'd Ry 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ftar'd at public Places, 
Nor took the Airs of Amazons for Graces. | 
Then plain domeſtic Virtue was the Mode, 
And Wives ne'er dreamt of Happineſs abroad + 
They lov'd their Children, learnt no flaunting Airs, 
But with: the Joys of Wedlock mix d the Cares, + 
Thoſe Times are paſt——yet, ſure, they merit Praiſe, - 
For Marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden Days: 
By chaſte Decorum they Affection gain'd, 


By Faith and Fondneſs-what they won maintain'd. 


"Tis 
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"Tis yours, ye Fair, to bring thoſe Days again, 
And form a-new the Hearts of thoughtleſs Men; 
Make Beauty's Luſtre amiable as bright, 


And give the Soul, ag, well as Senſe, Delight: 


Reclaim from Folly a fantaſtic Age 
That ſcorns the*Prefs, the Pulpit, and the Stage. 


Let Truth and Tenderneſs your Breaſts adorn, 


The Marriage Chain with Tranſport ſhall be worn; 


Each blooming Virgin, rais'd into a Bride, 
Shall double all their Joys, their Cares divide ; 
Alleviate Grief, compoſe the Jars of Strife, 


And pour the Balm that ſweetens human Lite.” 


Latter Part of SHENSTONE's Epilogue to CLEoNE.. 


27 
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ce T's hard to ſay, if greater Want of Skill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill ; 
But, of the two, leſs dangerous is th' Offence 
To tire our Patience than miſlead our Senſe. ' 
Some few in that, but Numbers err in this ; 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amils : 
A Fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 
Now one in Verſe makes many more in Proſe. 
« 'Tis with our Judgments as our Watches, none 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own. 
In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 
True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critic's Share; 
Both muſt alike from Ss derive their Light, 
Theſe born to judge, as well as thoſe to write: 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 


And cenſure freely who have written well. 


Authors 
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Authors are partial to their Wit, tis true; a9 
But are not Critics to their Judgment too? 
<« Yet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Moſt have the Seed of Judgment in their Mind: 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring Light: 
The Lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn right. 
But as the ſlighteſt Sketch, if juſtly trac'd, 
Is by IIl-Colouring but the more diſgrac'd, 
So by falſe Learning is Good-Senſe defac'd. 
Some are bewilder'd in the Maze of Schools, 
And ſome made Coxcombs Nature meant but Fools, 


Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 


Or with a Rival's or an Eunuch's Spite ; 


All Fools have ſtill an Itching to deride, 


And fain would be upon the laughing Side: 
H If 


30 THE WOMAN OF FASH TON. 


If Mævius ſcribble in Apolli's Spit, . 
There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can write. , 


Some have at firſt for Wits, then Poets paſe'd, o'r 


Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain Fools at laſt. 


Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs, © 


* 
== " 


As heavy Mules are neither Horſe nor As. 


Thoſe half-learn'd Witlings, num'rous in our Iſle 

As half-form'd Inſects on the Banks of Mile; 

Unfiniſh'd Things, one knows not what to call, 

Their Generation's ſo equivocal: 

To tell em, would a hundred Tongues require, 

Or one vain Wit's, that might a Hundred tire. 
But you, who ſeck to give, and merit Fame, 


And juſtly bear a Critic's noble Name — 


(Por r's Eſſay on Criticiſm) 


To 
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To you I make Appeals it a Crime 

To paint rude Manners in unpoliſh'd Rhyme ? 
Men who have Juſtice will have Mercy too, 
Nor keep Intention from at leaſt her Due: 
All cantict equally alike excel ; 


I claim Indulgence from intending well. 


THE AUTHOR. 
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AN 


ADDITIONAL LETTER 
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FROM 


Lady MARIA MODISH #o Lady BELINDA ARTLESS, 
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From Switzerland now I addreſs my dear Friend, 
Where Mama's Campaign for this Summer muſt end. 
Sure ſo much Fatigue no poor Woman e'er knew; 

For Mountains on Mountains perpetually grew. 

The Savoy Glacieres I have juſt travell'd o'er, 

Thro' ſuch 8now as no Lady e er ventur d before. 
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The Twenty-four Letters, a charming dear Set, 
All merrily here for the preſent are met, 

Mr. A— thirty Thouſand by Gaming has loſt, 
And ſuppos' d that his Father would be at the Coſt, 
But the Churl at this Time will not extricate A—, 
So his Wife and his Children he gives up for Play. 
The Farce I'd continue, but find. it won't do; 

Yet that Secret will only diſcover to you. 

I have lately been ill, and tis paſt all Expreſſion 
How much I have ſuffer'd for ev'ry Tranſgreſſion. 
My Vows at the Altar how could I thus break, 


Raſhly ſport with my Fame, and my Huſband forfake 


That Huſband ſo lately obliging and true, 


Whom, alas! I have left, Porawosxer, for you. 
Ah! why did Makra with Innocence part, 
Why baniſh her thence, and take Guilt to my Heart! 


She 
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She enliven'd each Note of the Nightingale's Song, 

And pleas'd then with Mopisa I rambled along. 

With Tremor on Memory's Tablet I caſt 

An Eye upon Joys I ſhall never more taſte. 

By falſe Colours diſguis'd, Vice ſteals on us unknown, 
We confound her with Terms due to Virtue alone; 
With Roſes beſtrew. the deep Precipice o'er— 
Diſſipation whirls on—and our Fame is no more! 

I am wearied of Faſhion—falſe Joy ſhe beſtows, 
Slightly gilds over Grief, and but varniſhes Woes. 

No Party, tho' lively, can baniſh my Gloom ; 
Reflection diſtracts me, and points out my Doom. 

But why do I grieve?— III turn Papiſt at laſt, 

And gain Abſolution for all that is paſt. 

When Pain and Diſeaſe, with Old-Age, ſhall intrude, 
No Denial will take, and grow zuonſtrouſiy rude ;, 
When 
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© when the Count ſhall forſake me, as ſoon he will do, 
= For a Face more bewitching, | becauſe it is new; lo bnA | 
5 | IMmvi'd in a Convent ttue Comfort 1'11 borrow 3 11 | 
| = | 
| Thhoſe Walls have been always a Shelter for Sorrow, 
| = Then adieu to the World | to the Count then adieu | 
| | E'en farewel, -Briinva, for ever to you 
| There Penance I'll ſuffer for that Na eas 
| ö Which ex{zfed Maria a 1 a 
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